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The fecotid fart of 


Kofi. Godsbleflingof your good heartland fo /be is fey my 
troth. 

F alii. Didft thou heare me? 

prince Y ca and you knew me as you did , when you ranne 
away by Gadfhil . you knew I was at your batke,and fpoke it, 

on purpofe to trie my patience. 

ta/sl. No, no,no, not fo, I did not thinkc thou waft within 
bearing. 

Prince I fhall driue you then to confclle the vvilfull abufc, 
and then I know how to handle you. 

talsl. Noabufe Hall a mine honour, no afeufe. 

'prince Not to difpraile me, and cal me pander and tread- 
chipper, and I know not what? 

E^A Noabufe Hall, 

Psynes Noabufe? 

tain No abufc Ned i'th worlde, honeft Ned, none,! dif- 
pruifdc him before the wicked, that the wicked might not fall 
iiiloue with thee : in which doing , I haue done thepart ofa 
carefullf.iend andairuefufeieft, and thy father is to giuerce 
thankes for it, no abufe Halfenone Ned, none, no faith boyes 
none, 

prince S ec now whether pure feare and intire cowardize, 
doth not make thee wrong this virtuous gentlewoman to dofe 
with vs: is fhe of the wicked, is thine hollefle here ofthc wic- 
keder is thy boy of the wicked, or honeft Bardolfe whofezeal 
burnesin his nofe ofthe wicked? 

Poynes Anfwer thou dead elme,anfwcr. 

F aft. The fiend hath prickt down Bardolfe irrecouerable, 
and liis face is Lucifers priuy kitchin , where he doth nothing 
but rod mault- worms, for the boy there is a good angel about 
him, but the diuel blinds him too. 

Prince For the weomen. 

Fa//?. For one of them fhees in hell already , and burnes 
pc ore foulesrfor thother I owe her mony,and vvhether thebe 
dam ndfor that I know not. 
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Henry the fourth, 

Kofi. No I warrant you. 

Tdfi No I thinke thou art not , I thinke thou art quit for 
that, marv there is another inditementvpon thee, for fufFcrino- 
fle/h to be eaten in thy houfe contrary to the law/or the which 
I thinke thou wilt howle. 

Hoff . A! vitlars do fo,whats a ioynt of mutton. or twoo in a 
7W You gentlewoman. (whole Lent* 

i Jol W hat laics your grace? 

Pal. His grace faies that which his flefti rebels again#. 
Peyto knockes at eloerc, 

Kofi. Who knockes folowd at doorc? looke tooth doorc 
there Francis. 

Prince P evto,how now.whnt-newes? 

Peyto I lie King your father is at Weftminfter, 

And there are twenty wcake and wearied poites, 
Comefromthe Norland as I camealon"* 

I met and ouertooke a dozen captaines, ° 

Bareheaded, %ating, knocking at the Taucrnes \ 

And asking euery one for fir lohn Faiftaffe. 

Prince By heauen Pomes, 1 feele me much too blame, 
idely to prophane the precious time, 

W hen tempeft of commotion like thefouth. 

Borne with blacke vapour doth besin to melt 

And drop vpon our bare vnamied Tieads 

Glue me my (word and cloke; Falftaffe good night. 

«, Now corns in rhe (weetefl 

a. 

Bar. You muft away to court fir prefentlv 

A dozen captaines flay at doorc foi vou. 

Pal. Pay themufitions firra,farewel hoftefTe.farewcl Do* 
youTee mv good wenches how men of merrite are fousht if 
ter, the vndeferuer may fieepe, w hen the man of aftionfs raid 

‘ f 1 bc n « r ‘ nI ™woii e , I will 
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